PRIMA GRAVIDA 


The beep of her Life- 
Watch alarm sounded. Mim 
_ kin Stanton awakened, 
snapped off the alarm, and 
- discovered that her life had 
taken a sudden leap to’a new 
dimension. The yellow chip 
on the Life-Watch was gleam- 
ing. She was pregnant. The 
elevated airbed in Charles's 
posh apartment with its view 
of the city from the eighty- 
second floor floated across 
her thoughts. 

She had not taken her 
usual precautions before they 
had sex last night, because, 
according to her Life-Watch, 
she was at the beginning of 
her monthly cycle, with ovu- 
lation at least a week and a 
half away. All humans had a 
Life-Watch to monitor their 
physical health. The curved 
five-centimeter-wide bracelet, 
popularly known as “a wom- 
an’s best friend,” had been 
installed on Mim’s arm at age 
twelve. 

Mim knew she had not 
ovulated before intercourse 
last night, nor did the hor- 
mone levels indicate that she 
was due to ovulate in the 
next forty-eight-hour period. 
t “3,8, 8 Some Sane quirk of fate 

@,8,8 seemed to be operating here. 
F yn val Her deceased mother's hearty 
e i = = e laugh echoed in her memory. 
“These scientists!” comment- 
ed the maternal voice. “It all 
runs like clockwork in their 
books! But | know something 
they don’t know. A woman's 
body has mystery to it, and it 
doesn't always give out ad- 
vance warning. Anyway, Mim, 
cover your ass—always take 
precautions if you don’t want 
children.” _ 
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Getting out of bed, Mim felt herself 


cross an irreversible threshold. It was — 


the same apartment, with its computer 
center for her accounting work and its 
large information screen. There was her 
usual breakfast of a concentrated nutri- 
tion bar and yogurt. Pregnancy. Her life 
had become duplex, complicated. Half- 
way through her breakfast, she turned 


of Mim’s news. Lal's keen eyes reflected 
her own pregnancy a few years back. 
Since she was single, and not financially 
stable at the time, the state had the 
child adopted out to a two-parent 
home. “Il missed the kid at first,” Lal 
said, “but now I'm glad | had the experi- 
ence of being pregnant and learning 
how to take care of my body environ- 


Il women who are pregnant must 
report into the CLINIC phase of the screen. 


Those who do not report will be traced.” 


to her computer console for advice, typ- 
ing in PREG. 

To have a child dwell in the 
womb is the fulfillment of a woman's 
destiny, began the audio. 

Mim yawned and pushed the fast- 
forward button, stopping intermittently 
to catch fragments of the lecture. 

All women who are pregnant 
must report into the CLINIC phase of 
the screen... those who do not report 
will be traced from Life-Watch trans- 
missions of their hormone changes. 
Gravidas who fail to report within the 
first twenty-four hours of their preg- 
nancy will receive minus fitness re- 
ports, seriously jeopardizing their pa- 
rental credibility. 

Mim felt personally addressed. She 
dutifully activated the CLINIC phase via 
the computer console and officially en- 
tered herself as a cooperating prima 
gravida. 

Through the Life-Watch, Mim’s 
body temperature and blood pressure 
were checked, and her blood chemistry 
was analyzed for infectious diseases or 
imbalances. She received, within ten 
minutes, an excellent report, a con- 
gratulatory message, and a reminder to 
speak to her sex partner about marriage 
(she was registered as a single woman). 

Hesitant to contact Charles, Mim 
put through a network call on the video 
console to her friends in the Women's 
Group. 

Lal, the group’s leader, came in 
first on the screen, with Gwen, Brenda, 
and Josie appearing soon after—each 
in various stages of morning attire. Mim 
was surprised at the excitement in her 

‘voice. “I've got news,” she said. “I'm 
pregnant.” 

“Charles Stateson?” Lal inquired. 

“Who else?” Mim smiled. 

The four faces on the screen each 
shifted idiosyncratically with the impact 
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ment.” She shot Mim a_ penetrating 
glance. “All the work we've been doing 
with biofeedback, Mim. You know how 
it can stabilize a pregnancy.” Her voice 
carried a further innuendo. “You also 
know how helpful it can be in other 
ways, especially in the early months.” 

Mim was shocked. Here was Lal 
intimating that the women's network 
would be able to offer her a safe and 
secret abortion, an abortion so “natu- 
ral” in its physiological profile that the 
Fetal Protective Agency (FPA) would 
not be able to suspect unnatural causes. 
A simple suction abortion could be per- 
formed sometime during the first five 
weeks of pregnancy, and a woman 
could learn to control her body so per- 
fectly that the tracking monitor in the 
Life-Watch would not pick up any ab- 
normal physiological disturbances, but 
would report simply a “spontaneous 
miscarriage.” 

These miscarriages had increased 
since the Fetal Agency had begun elec- 
tronically monitoring women. Conse- 
quently, the official propaganda for bio- 
feedback relaxation stabilization had 
also increased, to save the modern 
woman from her “neurotic” miscar- 
riages. This renewed emphasis on bio- 
feedback relaxation simply gave women 
more opportunities to develop the kind 
of control that would permit secret 
abortions, an irony which, as yet, the 
Fetal Agency could not circumvent. 

However, to make sure that “mis- 
carriages” would not be taken too light- 
ly, the state automatically sterilized all 
spontaneously miscarrying, women as 
potential high-risk mothers. In addition, 
the death penalty was invoked for any- 
one caught either having an abortion or 
helping with one. 

The women’s network was ex- 
tremely careful. Ever since the 1980s it 
had been hard to tell who was a friend 


or who was an enemy. When “Lifers” 
formed a major political party and the 
Human Life Amendment was passed 
into law, female Lifers began infiltrating 
women's networks in order to have 
those involved in covert abortions pros- 
ecuted and executed. Abortions were 
politically dangerous. One never knew 
when a formerly liberal woman friend 
might simply go through a conversion 
and become a Lifer and government 
informer. 

So Lal's few words to Mim con- 
veyed an intense scenario. Frightened, 
Mim looked back to Lal and gave her 
own spare words the definite meaning 


_of no thanks. “Lal, I'm sure this baby is 


going to be a positive event. That's what 
| want. I'm looking forward to mother- 
hood.” Lal nodded. 

Gwen also understood. “You've got 
a good chance for parenthood, Mim. At 
least you've got a lover who still wants ° 
to see you.” Gwen was shy, and seemed 
a trifle envious. She was a stocky sort of 
practical person who rarely went out 
with men. Totally uninterested in love 
relationships with women either, she 
had a lonely time of it. “Don’t do any- 
thing that would make you lose him.” 

“But don't count on marriage,” 
Brenda chimed in. “None of my men 
friends ever married me. Of course, | 
was careful not to get pregnant.” 

Josie spoke last, from the lower 
right-hand corner of the screen. She 
had borne a child four years ago, a 
Down's syndrome child who was re- 
moved to an institution and died shortly 
thereafter. She looked as though she 
were in pain. “Just—be careful,” she 
spoke ruefully, and then moved her 
voice to a more upbeat tone. “Really. 
We don't get too many unexpected 
chances. You might be years petitioning 
to have a child, if things don’t work out 
this time.” This had happened to Josie. 
Since she had had the Down's syn- 
drome baby, the state required that she 
petition for permission to become preg- 
nant again. Her petitions were denied 
for several years. When, rebelliously, Jo- 
sie had gotten herself pregnant without 
permission, the Fetal Agency had re- 
moved the fetus to an artificial womb, 
declared Josie a high-risk mother, and 
had her sterilized. “It looks as though 
you're in perfect circumstances,” Josie 
continued. “You're in excellent health 
and have plenty of financial security. 
You'll probably be the only one of us 
who can actually keep a child. | think 
you'll enjoy being a parent!” 

“Well, Charles may not be interest- 
ed,” Mim spoke matter-of-factly, al- 
though her heartbeat raced when she 


spoke of him. 

The women laughed. “Why should 
he be? He won't want his life incon- 
venienced. If you're lucky, he'll visit the 
kid once in a while to strut his paternity 
and maybe he’ll contribute financially. 
Otherwise, it's your project.” 

“Look,” said Lal, who seemed 
genuinely concerned for Mim, “talk with 


Northeastern Urban Seaboard 
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Marriage. It was a magnetic word 
to Mim in her new circumstances. She 
believed that she could keep her child 
as a single parent, since she was finan- 
cially secure, but only marriage could 
make her parenthood permanent. 


S$ YOU relax you are becoming 


amore and more ideal EMMIONMENT 
for the child within you.” 


some other gravidas who have kept 
their kids. See how their lives changed. 
Our group can give you some names. 
And remember, we're here, if you need 
us. No matter what, you'll have to re- 
sume intensive biofeedback practice to 
stabilize the womb environment, at 
least.” 7 

“You're right about that,” Mim re- 
plied. “I know I'm going to hear from 
the Fetal Agency.” 

The notice from the FPA came in 
the electronic mail that afternoon. Al- 
though Mim had expected it, she still 
recoiled at its message. 


Dear Mim kin Stanton, 

We have official news that you are 
pregnant. We congratulate you on pro- 
viding another citizen of the future with 
the right to life. Our civilization benefits 
from careful motherhood. 

You are advised to attempt to 
marry in order to keep your child. If this 
is not possible, the state reserves the 
right to place this child in the two-par- 
ent home necessary for its develop- 
ment. It is also possible that you may 
keep the child, if you are judged a fit 
mother in secure circumstances. 

As a gesture of state support for 
your health and well-being, your ac- 
counting workload will be decreased by 
one third during pregnancy. Information 
on tax benefits may be reviewed by typ- 
ing in PREGHELP on your computer 
console. 

Although careful motherhood is 
approved and rewarded by the state, ir- 
responsible motherhood is condemned 
and punished. The laws of Fetal Abuse 
~ may be reviewed by typing ABUSE on 
your computer console. 

Wishing you a successful outcome 
and healthy child, | am 

Carol kin Richards 
Area Coordinator for the 
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She struggled with the idea of 
broaching the subject to Charles. The 
state boarding school that she entered 
at fourteen (after her mother’s death) 
had trained her to be direct and logical 
in her communications, yet she couldn't 
plan her words. Mim put the subject off 
until Thursday when she regularly vis- 
ited Charles. 


She opened his apartment door 
with her key-card, hung up her coat on 
the revolving chrome hangers, and 
slipped nervously over the plush ma- 
roon carpeting toward the main living 
area, She was wearing the new low- 
cut body suit he had bought her after 
their trip to his company headquarters, 
Stateson Moon-Mining Enterprises. 

She posed at the doorport of the 
lounge-room and draped an arm up the 
circular frame. Charles turned and 
laughed, pleased and amused. When 
Mim would play with him, he found her 
both funny and seductive. Her little 
act performed its function and brought 
him to embrace her. He nuzzled her 
neck and licked her ear. “Delicious.” 
He pressed his groin against her. 
“Mmmm—treally on tonight!" Charles 
murmured. “I think [ll have you for 
dinner.” He drew her up the stair cush- 
ions to the aerie where the suspended 
bed floated above a transparent sheet- 
wall eighty-two floors above the light- 
beribboned city. 

Their play together in the aerie 
was particularly ecstatic for Mim, who 
climaxed several times with trancelike 
epiphenomena behind her eyelids. It 
was an intense encounter, and she 
wondered if her new state of being was 
going to promote eight or nine months 
of incredible sex for her... a thought 
that jolted her back to the problem of 
discussing her pregnancy with Charles, 
He had rolled away from her and was 


sliding into his usual postcoital doze. 

“Fm beginning to think | might love 
you,” she ventured. 

“Fine for you,” he responded, lazi- 
ly. “lL hope you enjoy your emotions. As 
for me, love's irrelevant. You know 
that.” 

Wanting to make a bridge to him 
in some way, she moved her wrist in 
front of his face. “Open your eyes, you 
beast.” Her tone was slightly sharp, but 
still light enough to be playful. 

- Startled, Charles's eyes were trans- 
fixed by the yellow chip's gleam on her 
wrist. : 

Silence. She had expected, at least, 
some response. The room grew icy. 

Charles dropped his head back 
into his air pillow, and assumed his usu- 


al attitude: self-possessed and laconic. 


“So now you have a new project.” 

“How do you feel about it?” she 
asked. 

“I don't,” he said flatly. “It's your 
body. You must have neglected your 
precautions.” He gave her a hard 
glance. “You didn’t consult me before 
you arranged this pregnancy. Why are 
you asking me now?” 

“| didn't do this deliberately.” 

Mim saw Charles stiffen. She knew 
she sounded idiotic. Saying it was an 
accident was such a classic response. 

“Look, Mim, we have adequate 
technology. If you don’t use it properly, 
it's your own fault! Why bother me 
about your mistakes?" 

Mim felt dazed and rejected, al- 
though she had not even gotten near 
the subject of marriage. She sat up qui- 
etly, murmuring that she would put din- 
ner on, then dressed and went numbly 
into the kitchen where she mixed a few 
ingredients and set a casserole in the 
microwave. Finishing in the kitchen, she 
paused in the bedroom doorport. 

“Il put the food on the timer so 
you'll know when it's done. I'll be going 
back to my place now. | feel tired.” She 
paused, depressed and uncertain in the 
awkward silence. “| suppose you'll call 
me next week?” 

“I've decided to take a business 
trip,” he said, somewhat tightly. “Get a 
good rest Mim.” His voice frosted his 
final words. 

Back in her apartment, Mim anx- 
iously considered her alternatives. The 
tisks for abortion were so high. if she 
were going to carry, bear, and raise 
this child, she had better investigate 
the official regulations and contact 
those other mothers whom Lal had told 
her about. She reread the FPA notice, 
and typed ABUSE on her computer 
console. 


—_ 


Ac, ER At 


The image of a throbbing human 
embryo in its sack colored her screen. 

As you know, the fetus is a per- 
son from the moment of conception, 
and its health and well-being are your 
total responsibility. The following pro- 
gram will inform you about the condi- 
tions for a healthy pregnancy. 

All. chemical substances affect 
the fetus. Alcohol is forbidden, Coffee 
and lea are forbidden, as is tobacco 
or any smoking activity. Do not take 
any medicine or drugs without first 
checking with the Fetal Clinic. Aspi- 
rin and other home remedies are also 
forbidden. Your body chemistry is be- 
ing continuously monitored for con- 
faminating substances through the 
Life-Watch system. Type DIETPREG 
for exact information on food and 
menus. ... 

Mim breathed a little more freely. 
She had been a health-food cook for 
many years and never used chemical 
additives. Nor did she smoke or drink. 
This should not, she reflected, be too 
difficult. 

On the screen, the embryo was 
throbbing and growing. 

Other situations adversely affect- 
ing the fetus are the mother's moods. 
it is important that your emotions be 
Stabilized in the moderate range. Do 
not become excessively excited or an- 
gry. Do not become depressed. Prac- 
tice your biofeedback relaxation exer- 
cises every day. 

You are required to activate the 
CLINIC phase of this screen each 
week for composite health screening. 
Should the Life-Watch indicate any 
problems, or should you fail to acti- 
vale testing, the clinic staff will visit 
you in your apartment to prevent fetal 
mishap. 

Your major concern for the next 
nine months is your own health and 
the fetus’s health and well-being. Re- 
member, only fit mothers are able to 
keep their children. 

Mim squirmed uncomfortably. It 
was awesome to think she had so much 
responsibility. Anxiety crept in her in- 
nards, and her stomach cramped. Her 
Life-Watch emitted a high oscillating 
tone and the screen beeped on. A mid- 
dle-aged woman with short coiffed hair 
and dressed in a business suit appeared 
on the screen. 

“My name is Carol kin Richards, | 
am in charge of Right-to-Life vigi- 
lance in your geographical area,” she 
stated, in a well-modulated voice. “Your 
Life-Watch has just notified us at the 
Fetal Protective Agency that you are 
experiencing some emotional discom- 
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fort. Please calm yourself. Your Life- 
Watch will automatically give you in- 
formation on the condition of your 
body. 

“The lower the tone your Life- 
Watch emits, the more stable your 
body environment is becoming. If the 
tone increases in volume and pitch, 
your body will be approaching the 


and the agency had had to contact her 
to suggest relaxation only twice in 
her entire pregnancy. The outcome, her 
little daughter, sat, attractive and affec- 
tionate, on her mother's lap. The new 
Pregnancy had been awarded to her by 
petition—a rare reward for a single 
mother. Mim felt a strong woman-to- 
woman bond with this happy gravida, 


ou didn't consult re before YOu 
arranged this pregnancy,” said 
Charles. “Why are you asking: me now?” 


danger zone for fetal abuse. Since the 
agency is receiving signals of emo- 
tional disturbance, you must begin 
your biofeedback exercise now.” 

Mim stretched out on her Carpet to 
begin the relaxation process. Breathing 
deeply, she concentrated on calming 
her body. 

Gentle music could be heard ev- 
erywhere in the apartment. Carol kin 
Richards's mellow voice cooed, reassur- 
ing her. “Your body is becoming warm 
and heavy, warm and heavy. As you 
relax, you are becoming a more and 
more ideal environment for the child 
within you. Visualize the person cra- 
dled in your body. .. .” 

Mim felt herself ease into con- 
tentment. However this pregnancy had 
occurred, whether through some deep 
female mystery or through her inad- 
vertent disregard for precautions, it 
seemed that she was embarking upon 
an important task. Mim began to feel 
buoyant, incandescent with life. The 
tone on her Life-Watch purred lower 
and lower. 

She practiced her biofeedback ex- 
ercises in the morning and evening, 
with much success. Her relaxation ses- 
sions became the most important part 
of her day, and her entire apartment 
seemed affected. The rug grew softer 
and deeper, the walls quieter, the desk 
and kitchen more efficiently organized. 
The women in her group said she 
looked “calmed out.” They may not 
have meant to flatter her, but Mim was 
pleased. 

Talking over the screen with other 
gravidas who were raising children was 
reassuring. One in particular made an 
impact upon Mim: a single mother who 
was expecting another child in about 
three months. This woman said that her 
own fetal environmental control for her 
first child had been nearly perfect, 


who shared a secret with her. 

“t found it was best to stay mostly | 
alone during the pregnancy,” the proud 
woman began. “At first it was lonely, but 
! practiced the relaxations regularly in 
‘the morning and evening and in short 
breaks during the day. Then | began to 
work on my diet, and | made real occa- 
sions out of my meals.” She smiled at 
Mim over the screen. “I've always found 
it hard to eat alone. | located another 
prima gravida who was lonely during 
meals, and we contacted each other 
over the screen when we were eating. 
When she wasn't available, | put up pic- 
tures of pregnant women around my 
eating nook so | could eat my meals 
with other Mothers! After a while, | 
found that | could talk with the Moth- 
ers.” She looked at Mim a bit wryly. “At 
first, | did most of the talking. Some- 
how, though, without words, or with 
words that sort of welled up inside me, 
the Mothers would give me emotional 
support and advice. | know it sounds 
crazy, but I never felt lonely and ! could 
feel the invisible presence of the Moth- 
ers taking care of me.” 

This was intriguing to Mim, who 
had been staying more and more by 
herself since Charles was away. She ac- 
tually found four “pregnant women" 


Pictures in old magazines. The real find, 


though, was a large Photograph of a 
statue, Cast in bronze, of a bare-breast- 
ed woman holding snakes above her 
head. The caption designated the figure 
as _a probable priestess of the great 
“Earth-Mother" goddesses of the east- 
em Mediterranean (circa 1600 BC.). 
These five pictures she placed promi- 
nently at eye level in the little nook 
where she ate. 

Mim learned from her new screen 
friend to put a lighted candle on the 
table, and eat quietly in the warm glow 

(continued on page 70) 
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filing her small eating nook. The 
bronze priestess holding the snakes was 
fascinating by candlelight, as the firm 
body seemed to flash fire. Mim felt 
that the snakes showed the bronze 
priestess’s fearlessness, and mused that 
if the statue could laugh, she would 
sound as earthy and elemental as her 
own mother. 

Several weeks passed—long 
enough for Charles to have returned 
from his business travel—and yet she 
did not hear from him. It was to the 
hieratic priestess that she posed the 
question: Should she contact Charles? 
Bronzy laughter hung in the air. Ask 
yourself, Mim, is Charles really impor- 
tant to you now? Does he understand 
anything about your life as a wom- 
an? Do you really want him around? 

Surprised, Mim broke out of her 
dreaming contemplation. No. No. She 
did not want Charles, the inseminator, 
who had so little sense of her. What 
good would contacting him possibly do 
her? Shaking her head, she consigned 
Charles to oblivion. 

Even physical loneliness was not 
oppressive. Mim returned to the activi- 
ties of self-pleasure she had discovered 
as an adolescent, and found that after 
her evening relaxation, she could have 
orgasms in a deep trancelike state that 
were more intense and enduring than 
any she had experienced with Charles. 
She felt herself part of a vast stream of 
life that was passing through her, and 
she was buoyed up and carried along 
as the pregnancy coursed through her 
blood. 


About two months had passed with 
Mim in exemplary health and quietude, 
when, as she was calmly enjoying her 
candlelit noontime eating ritual, the 
buzzer on her doorport sounded. The 
voice over the door speaker said, “I 
want to see you, Mim.” Startled, she 
pushed the lock release, and Charles 
entered, ruddy and agitated, a hand- 
some but jarring presence in her silent 
apartment. 

“Mim, you're hiding from me.” 

“When you didn’t call, | assumed 
that you decided to drop me.” 

He gazed at her rigidly. “Me drop 
you? You walked out on me that last 
time we were together. You owe me an 
apology.” 

‘I'm sorry,” she said, hoping to 
pacify him. “I thought you would realize 
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| was upset. | did put your dinner on for 
you.” 

“Upset! You were upset! You de- 
cide unilaterally to have a baby and 
then make yourself unavailable to me 
and you think you have the right to be 
upset!” 

Mim perceived that she could go 
no further on the subject of the preg- 
nancy. So, she dodged. “Why are you 
here, Charles?” 

“I'm here because you are an im- 
portant part of my life. If you think 
this—this interloper [he pointed to 
her abdomen] can come’ between ‘us, 
you're wrong. You belong in my bed! 
You know that.” It was almost a com- 
mand, and Mim could feel the old soft 
blur of. surrender creeping into her 
chest. , 

He saw her soften. “Or | belong in 
your bed,” he added, in a low warm 
voice, as he drew his arm around her. 
Her heart pounded. 

Suddenly, a slur of soprano oscilla- 
tion vibrated from the Life-Watch on 
her wrist. Carol kin Richards’s official 
face appeared on the screen. 

‘Please cease doing whatever 
you are doing. Your body environ- 
ment is approaching the danger zone. 
You must lie down and relax. Breathe 
deeply and listen to the biofeedback 
tone from your Life-Watch.” 

Mim pointed to the agitated siren 
on her wrist. “Charles, | need to relax.” 
She backed away from him. 

But his attention was on Carol 
kin Richards on the screen. “Shut that 
off." He strode over to the controls. 
Carol kin Richards remained, unper- 
turbed by Charles's fiddling with the 
knobs. Breathe deeply. Visualize the 
ocean rolling into the shore... . Soft 
music filled the apartment. 

“What the hell is wrong with this? 
The controls don't work.” Charles 
knocked the large screen slightly askew. 

“You can't shut off the Fetal Pro- 
tective Agency! They have their own 
permanent channel to me," Mim stated. 
Alarmed by Charles’s abrupt move- 
ments, she spoke breathlessly. “They're 
trying to help me take care of my preg- 
nancy. Please...” , 

“Your pregnancy, your pregnancy. | 
suppose you're going to tell me you 
can’t make love because you're preg- 
nant?” He looked at her with some con- 
cern. “Mim, you know | won't hurt you. 
I've done a lot for you, you know,” 
he gestured toward the furniture and 
clothes in her closet, most of which he 
had bought her. “Why are you afraid of 


me? What has changed you so much?” 

On the screen Carol kin Richards 
was admonishing: “Waming. Wamirig. 
You are not doing your relaxation 
practice. Waming.” 

“Charles—l've got to do my preg- 
nancy exercises, or I'll be in trouble. | 
have to keep a stable body-environment 
record in order to be able to raise my 
own baby!” 

“You're planning to keep this kid? 
Are you crazy? There’s no room in my 
life for a kid.” 

-“Perhaps you should drop me, 
then,” Mim said bravely over the whin- 
ing of her Life-Watch, seizing a vestige 
of authority. “I'm planning to be a good 
mother.” - 

“You have lost your mind, haven't 
you, Mim? The women's underground 
could have aborted you, and we'd be 
back to normal.” 

“But that's so dangerous! And I'd 
be sterilized! How could you want me to 
go through that?” 

“How can you want this baby, 
Mim? It's breaking us apart!" 

Over the passion of this discussion, 
Carol kin Richards’s voice coolly an- 
nounced: “Your body signs have buen 
above the danger level for fifteen min- 
utes. This exceeds the limits set by the 
Right-to-Life Commission. Your be- 
havior is in violation of Fetal Rights. 
You must begin to return your body 
environment to normal immediately.” 

Badgered by the screen reports, 
and unable to make any impact on 
Charles, Mim begged desperately: 
“Please leave, Charles! They're going 
to judge me an unfit mother!” 

“You are hereby notified thal the 
Fetal Abuse Squad has been dis- 
patched to your apartment. If you 
have not retumed your body environ- 
ment to normal pattems by the time 
the squad arrives you will be immedi- 
ately hospitalized. The fetus will be 
transferred to an artificial uterus. Re- 
member, you are being electronically 
monitored. It is useless to try to es- 
cape. You are losing the privilege of 
motherhood.” 

“Can't you hear what she’s say- 
ing?” sobbed Mim. 

“| hear it all.” Charles gave her the 
glance of an administrator in command 
of a messy situation. “Can't you see that 
we can get this thing over with in a few 
minutes? They'll take you to the hospi- 
tal and transplant the kid to a tube. In a 
few weeks we'll be able to go on with 
our lives.” 

“No, Charles! | want this baby! The 


Mothers have helped me know that | 
should have it. Please leave me alone!” 

“The mothers? Who are the moth- 
ers?” Charles saw her looking to- 
ward the eating nook. “The mothers?” 
he laughed. “Those pitiful pictures of 
gravidas over there with their bulging 
bellies?” 

“Yes, the Mothers. Didn't you have 
one, Charles?” 

“Not biological. There’s no kin in 
my name.” 

“Charles Stateson,” Mim reflected. 
“| had assumed you dropped the kin 
for business purposes.” 

“| was one of the early tube babies, 
in the first batch that survived. Listen, 
Mim, | want you for myself without 

_ some kid hanging around to make de- 
mands on you. You'll see my way is 
better for you, too." He grabbed her by 
the shoulders. 

“All right, Charles,” Mim gambled, 
desperate in her fear. “I'll do whatever 
you say. Just leave me alone for a while 
so that | can relax. Please. | need to 
relax.” 

“Leave you alone? Nonsense, Mim. 
I'm not going to give you a chance to 
slip back into your atavistic emotions.” 
He smiled at her. “Shall we settle our 
differences in bed? Or would you rather 
let the squad find us arguing?” 

Hoping that she could relax in bed, 
Mim surrendered deliberately to his em- 
brace. The Mothers faded from her view 
as he moved her toward the bedroom, 
murmuring his approval of her. 

The whining sound from her Life- 
Watch continued wildly. Focusing des- 
perately on her breath and telling her 
body parts to become warm and heavy 
in a silent monologue, Mim tried with all 
her willpower to calm her raging erno- 
tions. Charles was extremely passionate. 
From his point of view, the wild oscilla- 
tions of her Life-Watch indicated her 
excitement and his victory. He was tri- 
umphant and hornier than hell. It was a 
quick encounter. 

In the apartment's main living area, 
soft relaxing music swelled over the 
warning flashes on the screen as Carol 
kin Richards’s face droned on, tipped 
sideways. Mim felt empty, as though 
she no longer inhabited her body. 

Flushed and finished, Charles 
dressed and gently suggested that she 
put on her clothes, as the squad would 
soon arrive. Mim moved mechanically, 
full of numb. terror. 

The Fetal Abuse Squad entered 
with their universal master-code key- 
card, just as Mim was stumbling out of 
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the bathroom.. Charles greeted the 
squad leader suavely, placing his arm 
protectively around Mim’s trembling 
shoulders. 

“She's a modern woman,” Charles 
said. “Of course, she isn’t fit for mother- 
hood. The tube pregnancies are a supe- 
rior environment—they produce para- 
gons like me,” he joked, half-seriously. 
“The kid belongs in a two-parent start- 
ing family, and the state has fine 
schools. Mim and | have our own lives.” 

Mim looked at the two gray-uni- 
formed squadmen and Charles—all of 
them calmly deciding her fate. They 
might as well have been conversing be- 
hind glass. Nothing mattered now. She 
had failed. She was unfit to bear a child. 
There was no way she could ever be- 
come one of the glowing company of 
the Mothers. 

The squad leader shook hands 
with Charles. “It's good to meet a man 
who understands how few women these 
days are fit to undertake pregnancy. 
This squad alone picks up four or five 
criminals like her every day.” He ges- 
tured at Mim. “She's typical.” 

“Criminals?” Charles looked baf- 
fled. He drew Mim closer to him. 

The squad leader regarded Charles 
sardonically. “You really don't know 
what you're dealing with here, do you?” 
He assumed the posture of an official 
reciting the law to a violator. “Ever 
since the Human Life Amendment was 
passed back in the 1980s the fetus has 
had the legal status of a person. Section 
Three of the Child Abuse Law passed in 
1988 covers the regulations on Fetus 
Abuse.” He pointed at Mim. “Everything 
she eats or feels affects the child. Wom- 
en can't monitor this themselves, so the 


Fetal Protective Agency was established 
to make sure that mothers would 
provide a safe environment for their de- 
veloping embryos. We monitor the 
body chemistry of pregnant women and 
enforce transplants to artificial uteruses 
when the women can't keep to the 
guidelines for fetal safety.” 

Mim felt as though her life's blood 
was being drained from her body, Her 
hands were drawn upward and outward 
in a classic gesture of supplication. “I've 
tried to do everything that the agency 
told me to do. Please give me another 
chance, please .. .” 

. The squad leader glared at her. 
“Look, lady, none of this garbage about 
trying. In the first place, we give you 
complete monitoring to prevent preg- 
nancy. If you get pregnant, we give 
you every chance to provide a healthy 
environment. We give you feedback 
and relaxation instructions. If you don't 
follow the instructions from the agen- 
cy, what are we supposed to do? Let 
you deform the fetus? Come on, now, 
lady,” he seized her wrist where the 
Life-Watch was still plaintively wailing. 
“You've been in the Fetal Abuse range 
for about an hour. No way you can keep 
this fetus. We've got all the biological 
and chemical graphs on you. It’s an 
open-and-shut case.” ' 

He directed his next remarks at 
Charles. “After the fetus is transplanted 
to an artificial uterus and the lady is 
sterilized, she'll be convicted of Fetal 
Abuse and sent to a rehabilitation in- 
stitution for women where she'll be 
put through a year of reprogramming in 
the womanly arts." The squad leader 
Stepped forcefully between Mim and 
Charles. “Time to go now, lady,” he 
said to Mim, as he pressed his palm 
against her upper arm, puncturing her 
skin with a small tranquilizing device. 
Mim slumped limply and the two 
squadmen eased her into a wheelchair. 

“Can | go with her?” Charles in- 
quired, experiencing some concern for 
her. 

The squad leader answered him 
toughly. “Mac, you can follow her to 
the hospital, but it won't do you any 
good. You might as well write her off. 
These unfit mothers are the scum of 
the human race. Even the reform agen- 
cy won't be able to retrain her enough 
for a successful man like you. Take 
my advice. There are a lot of other 
women out there. As for this one, she's 
finished.” 

“L-I don't believe that,” Charles 
stuttered. It was humiliating to have to 
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defend Mim to this parrot of federal 
power. He groped for the words that 
would make the squadmen understand. 
“This whole pregnancy thing is just a 
big mistake. Mim and 1, we, we—we 
love each other.” 

Something broke inside Charles as 
he said the word “love.” It was the 
weakest thing he could have said, and 
yet it was the only thing left for him 
to say. 

“Love?” The squad leader spoke 
over his shoulder to Charles as the two 
men pushed Mim out the door. “Love 
is for family life. | don’t know what's 
been going on. here,” he swept his eyes 
over the room with the screen knocked 
askew and the rumpled bed -visible 
through the bedroom doorport, “but it 
doesn’t look as though you're the kind 
of guy for marriage. You used this 
woman up, Mac. It's time for another 
playmate. As for family," he laughed, 
and stood facing Charles, preparing to 
deliver a favorite parting line, “your 
chances for family are going down the 
tubes, Mac, right down the tubes.” The 
two chortled and wheeled Mim quickly 
down the echoing corridor. 

Charles watched the two officials 
click away with the chrome wheelchair 
between them. What was a man of his 
importance doing here dragging him- 
self down for a woman who made all 
the wrong choices? He had had enough 
humiliation for one day. He stepped 
back into Mim's apartment to repair his 
appearance before he left the building. 
Passing the screen, he set it back to its 
original position. Carol kin Richards 
had faded out, and the screen was 
empty. 
Kinship, Charles reflected, as he 
adjusted his clothing in front of the full- 
length mirror, was anachronistic. He 
congratulated himself on having come 
to an enlightened conclusion as the re- 
sult of unpleasant circumstances. 

Having put both his appearance 
and his ideas back in order, Charles 
Stateson turned to leave. As he passed 
the eating nook, he casually snuffed 
out the candle that Mim had left burn- 
ing, extinguishing the glow around the 
Mothers, who went mutely into the 
darkness. 
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